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Summary: You are an intelligent young lady with a lot going for you. 
But when tragedy stricks your family, you become depressed and alone. 
More and more problems begin building up until you meet your brothers 
best friend, Dave Strider. Could he teach you how to live 
again? 


1 . Fucking Monday 

((AN: I'm trying something new. This story is going to have a very 
slow start, and will start getting good around chapter 4 or 5) ) 

You were smart. You were **very** smart in fact. Your mother was a 
lawyer and your father was a surgeon, so they weren't around much and 
when they were they were still busy doing paperwork ect, but both had 
extremely good pay. Since they earned such good wadges, they had had 
enough money to put you in an all girls private school, your private 
education only enhanced your intelligence. You were Obedient, smart 
and pretty, you were described as every parents dream child. 

You had two brothers. Your twin Tony and your younger brother James, 
who was only two. Tony went to public school, by choice despite your 
parents both desperately trying to convince him to go to a private 
school like you. He was the exact opposite of you. He always got bad 
grades and always was in trouble. But he was very popular and girls 
used to chase after him constantly. He was admired for his good looks 
and his talent on guitar. The only thing he seemed interested in 
doing was music. Other then music, he was pretty boring. He was the 
definition of an "edgy tumblr kid", he had the long flippy emo hair, 
the good looks, he smoked weed and would ridiculed anyone who didn't 
do drugs. But other then his music and getting stoned he didn't 
really do anything interesting. It was strange how close you two were 
for being so different. 

**Early Monday morning** 



You lay snuggled in bed like a baby, peacefully sleeping. Everything 
was so still and quiet... until Tony burst through the door, pouncing 
onto your bed and slapping you in the face 

> " wakeupwakeupwakeupwakeupwakeupwakeup, (yn) 
wakeupwakeupwakeup" 

"WHAT THE ACTUAL EUCK ARE YOU DOING? ! " you exclaim, frustrated about 
your unnecessary, surprise wake up. You groan as you look at the 
alarm clock that read 6:30am, rubbing your eyes, you proceed to ask 
him why he was waking you up so early 

"Pfft, I don't fucking know, just wanted to piss you off" You feel 
yourself become red with anger. 

"Get the fuck out!" You bawl at him, hurling your pillow at his 
torso, using all the strength you could. Making yourself comfortable 
again, you tell him to exit for a third time. 

"alright, alright (y/n)" he says with a smirk, migrating to the 
kitchen, leaving your door wide open. You love him, but he annoys the 
living day lights out of you. 

You rolled over and decided to check your messages, but doubted 
anyone would be awake. 

arsenicCatnip [AC] began trolling (chumhandle) [c/h] 

AC: :33 hello 

AC: :33 hello? 

AC: :33 you awake? 

AC: :33guessing that's a no 

c/h: hey, im alive 

c/h: Tony woke me up like a retarded kid on speed again 

AC: :33sorry to hear that 

c/h: he's such a fucking moron 

c/h: i mean becking? 

c/h: trying to cut down on the swearing 
AC: :33i see 

AC: :33 oh wait i have mews! 

c/h: shit, you sound excited, spill the beans 
c/h: *heck 

AC: :33 i'll tell you at school! 

arsenicCatnip [AC] ceased trolling (chumhandle) [c/h] 



You keep drifting in and out of consciousness for a while, until you 
waste about half an hour. You had to get up now. Idly, you began 
making your way to the bathroom. You take a rather speedy shower and 
took care of all the other necessities you do on a regular school 
morning. You walk into your room and proceed to put on your uniform 
(you had to wear a uniform at the private school you attended) . It 
was made up of a plain white dress shirt, a skirt, a blue and black 
tie and a blue blazer. You tie you hair into a casual bun and put on 
a tiny bit of mascara. You were ready. 

You put a slice of bread into the toaster and went to pour yourself a 
glass of apple juice. Opening the fridge you wondered where the apple 
juice had gone to over night. You were confused as to why it wasn't 
there. You were almost 100% sure that there was a full bottle the 
previous night. 

"Tony, why isn't there any apple juice left?!" you yell, hoping your 
brother hadn't left for school yet 

"looking for this?" you hear a voice from behind you. In shock, you 
quickly turn around, your heart beating fast. To your surprise, it 
was your brothers best friend, Dave Strider holding the missing 
bottle of apple juice. He may have been annoying and would randomly 
show up in your house, but damn he was cool. The shades, the hair 
*GASP* he was a total fucking hottie. 

"uhm, yeh, " you say reaching for the bottle "thanks" you say rattling 
it, seeing if there was enough left to pour into a glass. Your 
suspicions were confirmed, there was nothing left. You put the bottle 
in the garbage can and proceeded to butter your toast. 

"Oh hello, David, how ' re you today?" your mother said entering the 
room, carrying your younger brother, James. She looked in a rush. She 
was a very busy woman with her profession. Work seemed to be the only 
thing she cared about 

"fine, Mrs (s/n), you?" he replies, combing his hand through his 
bleach blonde hair. Damn, he is hot. 

"Good, good" she says, not really paying attention, she was more 
focused on trying to unlock the door " oh, urn, (y/n) could you pick 
James up from daycare at 5? I've got a big case today and I'm pretty 
sure we're going to win" she exclaimed enthusiastically 

"sure" you reply, taking a bite of your toast. Sometimes you wished 
your mother could actually pay you some attention and praise you on 
your academic achievements but shes always busy working, scolding 
Tony or taking care of James. You were much closer with your 
dad . 

"alright, I'm leaving, see you tonight, hunnie" she sang, exiting 
through the front door and she waved goodbye. 

"bye, mom!" you shout to her as she leaves. 

You begin thinking about how you haven't seen your dad around the 
house that much lately. You missed him, he had been working a lot, 
more then usual. He usually has some time to spare which he used for 
family time. He would either treat you to a fancy restaurant dinner 
or take you and Tony bowling, or take you to the movies or something 



like that, but that hasn't happened for months. He would always bring 
out the best in you and give you praise when you had done something 
good. You smiled, thinking about how he was such a smart man, he had 
accomplished so much in life and he was so young. You aspired to be 
like him, you wanted to be successful just like your father. 

You finished your toast. Looking around the room, trying to make the 
awkward silence between you and Dave less unbearable, and your eyes 
suddenly landing upon the clock, "fuck-!" you stopped yourself "I 
mean... shoot, I'm late!" you clamor, as you picked up your bag and 
rushed out the door and had to start heading to school. 


2. Fucking ice cream and skating 

After a full 10 minuet sprint, you made it to school, still panting 
and out of breath. You think you should probably go to your first 
lesson. You sluggishly wondered to art to find your best friend, 
Nepeta waiting impatiently for you. 

"where have you been?!" she yammers, stamping her foot. She was tiny, 
you could never feel intimidated by her 

"I'm sorry" you giggle "I can't take you seriously" 

"stop, meanie ! " Nepeta grumbled "I have mews! Very important mews, 
actually!" she yelled, her expression changing almost instantly into 
a fown. Almost in an instant Nepeta went from angry to extremely 
upset, which concerned you because most of the time she was extremely 
positive 

"go on, spit it out then" you insisted, you were curious, it was hard 
to upset Nepeta 

"well..." clutched onto the strap of her bag which hung over her 
shoulder, holding back tears 

"oh I'm sorry I'm late, class!" interrupted Miss Leijon (Nepeta' s 
older sister) , she held the classroom door open, allowing the rest of 
the class entry to the room. 

You walked in and took your seat. You sat next to the window, when 
you needed inspiration you would look out. Everything looked so 
pretty. The sky was blue, and the horizon seemed to never end. It was 
beautiful . 

"so Nep, what were you saying?" you asked, still inquisitive about 
what had changed her mood earlier 

"It- It doesn't matter," she falsely smiled "it wasn't that 
important " 

"Are you sure?" 

"yep!" she said, enthusiastically. 

Nepeta grabbed her pencil and smiled, she began drawing a small 
shipping grid in the corner of a scrap piece of paper she had found 
in her pocket. She did that every art when she was bored. The lesson 
didn't feel complete if Nepeta didn't explain to you her shipping 



graphs. You loved Nepeta, she was the only thing in this world 
keeping you sane. Something very charming about Nepeta was her 
constant happiness, when she was down she would put on a happy face 
and look at the brighter side of everything. She would turn every 
negative into a positive somehow, that is just how she was and you 
loved it. 

Miss Leijon set some homework then dismissed the class. You went to 
your next lesson and suffered through the rest of the school 
day . 

( (really cba to write the rest of the school day so yeh-) ) 

You arrived home at 3:30. You had no homework left and you had some 
time to kill. You enjoyed skating, it was fun. It was a challenge to 
indulge in unlike the easy academical shit you had to do everyday. 

You never really dress up, so you just throw on a plain black crop 
top, a pair of leggings, you then add a denim jacket but kept your 
hair in the same messy bun. 

You began skating around the skate park when you see a familiar face. 
The hair, the face *gasp* it's the hottie. He skated surprisingly 
well. He looked so... cool. You decide it would be the best to ignore 
him, he is your brothers friend after all, it would be pretty 
awkward. You practice various tricks and try a couple of ramps until 
you're interrupted by the cool blonde with shades. 

"not bad, (s/n)" he says without any emotion 

"not bad yourself, Strider" you reply with a smirk 

"I like the way you grind" he chuckled 

"smooth, smooth" you giggle "thanks for noticing my grinding skills, 
sweetums " 

"hey, you know where Tony is?" 

"I think he's at home, not sure though" 

"oh, shit. Fuck waiting around for him I'm stravin'" you hear his 
accent leak out slightly 

"me too actually" 

"come get ice cream" 

"oh, urn, I don't know, I have to pick my brother up soon and I have 
no money" you say, not trying to sound rude 

"did it sound like I was asking?" He picked up his skateboad 
"exactly, no. So come on, we'll only be about five minuets 
anyways " 

You think about it for a moment "sure, why not, I like ice 
cream" 

"cool, there's an ice cream place just across the street lets go. 

I'll pay, I kinda owe you from drinking the rest of your aj" 



On arrival, Dave asks what you want, you didn't want to be any 
bother 


You get a plain vanilla ice cream cone while Dave gets a chocolate. 
You sit on a bench and happily enjoy your ice cream in 
silence . 

"your ice cream is almost as boring as you" he joked, smiling at 
you 

"go fuck yourself" 

"I've been trying, trust me" he took a lick of his ice cream "heh, 
you're pretty cool" he says 

"am I?" you know what Strider is like, you never know whether he is 
being sarcastic or not 

"I mean, not as cool as me, but sure, you're pretty cool" he goes 
back to indulging in his ice cream. You smile, someone other then Nep 
thought you were cool. 

You suddenly became aware of the time. You stood up quickly and 
explained to Dave the situation, it was almost 5 so you had to be 
quick 

"ah, yeah, sorry. I'll see you around" he spoke so chill about 
everything, he was just so... **cool** 

You couldn't sit around and admire Dave all day, even though you 
wished you could, you had children to be picking up. Luckily you had 
your skateboard. You speedily make your way to your youngest siblings 
nursery, it would've taken a lot longer if you didn't have your 
skateboard handy. You took him home. 

James was a very good speaker for his age, he could construct full 
sentences and he was only two. His tiny hands gripped onto yours as 
he randomly asked "where's daddy?" 

you took a minuet to reply, confused about how random that question 
was "he's been, urn, working" 

"why can't he come home?" 

"because he's very busy" you reassured him "he's very smart, just 
like you" he smiled up at you 

"I miss daddy" 

"He's home this weekend, don't worry bud" you say ruffling his 
hair 

"yayy!" he squeaked, bouncing with excitement. 

By the time you reached home and it was already 6 pm. You wondered 
where your mother was, she should've been in by this time. Instead of 
questioning it, you decide to feed, bathe and put your brother to 
sleep. You had some alone time, finally. You grab your laptop and 
start scrolling through your messages. 



3 . Fucking weather pt 1 


The week had flown by and it was already Saturday. **yhe** Saturday. 
**The** Saturday you'd never ever forget. **The** Saturday you would 
would remember each day of your life. **The** worst Saturday you'd 
ever have the displeasure to experience in your life. It was** the** 
Saturday . 

You were ready to enjoy your weekend to the fullest, meaning you were 
going to sit in your room, read fanfiction and watch anime like you 
usually do. What else was there to do. Nepeta was rarely allowed to 
take a step out of her house, with the exception of school, and you 
didn't have many other friends, so you just chilled out in your room 
and went out skating occasionally , depending on the weather. It began 
as an average Saturday morning, you were excited and were 
enthusiastic about your day in and to see if your favorite web comics 
had updated. 

You woke up sweating, your clothes were stuck to you and were 
drenched in sweat. You sigh then rub your eyes, the fan wasn't enough 
to keep you cool, but it was enough to make the conditions slightly 
more bearable and to keep you from fainting in the sweltering heat. 
Being inside your stuffy bedroom didn't help you either. You decide 
to open a window, hoping it would cool you down slightly more then 
the breaking fan, you were desperate for a slight breeze, anything 
that could relieve you from the scorching weather even if it was just 
for a few seconds. You walked over to the window, a few rays of light 
were peaking though the crackes in the certains, you unhesitatingly 
them open. You gazed out and admired the scenery for a few moments. 
The whole landscape was bathed in the warm glow of the sun, you could 
see dust partials moving around the room, twirling in all sorts of 
directions, like tiny planets in your bed room. It was beautiful. 
Everything was just so beautiful. You hopped for some cool air to 
come flying in but nothing did, it helped with the stuffiness 
slightly though. You were all sticky and sweaty, it was a good idea 
to shower. 

You hopped in the shower, making sure to keep the water on a lowish 
temperature. You washed the sweat off yourself, the shower felt 
heavenly, the lukewarm soapy water lathered your body, cooling you 
down quite a bit. After what felt like an eternity, you got out the 
shower and dried yourself off. The heat instantly hit you again. The 
shitty Texas weather was putting you in a really bad mood, you 
couldn't be bothered with Tony or anyone else, you just wanted to be 
alone, the scorching heat had ruined your fucking day you thought, 
although the weather wasn't the worst thing that was going to happen 
that day. 

You thought it would be best to get out of the house, to assure you 
would be alone. You throw your hair in a messy bun, put on shorts and 
a grey crop top. You slide your feet into a pair of converse and grab 
your skateboard, and made your way to the door. You politely depart 
the household with a pleasant farewell, singing your goodbyes before 
you left. It was worse outside, one step out the door and you were 
already feeling the sun belt down on your (s/c) skin, it was 89 
degrees last time you check, you were already regretting your 
decision of leaving within 5 minutes. You thought to yourself 'fuck 
it' and decided to enjoy the sun while it lasted. You plugged in your 
headphones and played listened to (f/b) , who were your favorite band 



at that time. You skated down the street, being careful to not let 
the sun get in your eyes too much. You stopped at a near buy store to 
get a can of (f/d), you let the cold liquids trickle down your 
throat, it was blissful to have something cold to drink. You 
continued your journey to the skate park. You were trying to savor 
your drink, despite buying a few cans. 

** ( (yeh I think you get it... it was hot. I'll get on with the actual 
story now) ) * * 

On arrival you see your brother, you instantly try to leave but he 
shouts you over. 

"(y/n) !" he yells, gesturing you over 

"What you want, prick?!" you growl at him, taking a swig of your 
drink 

"What you doing here?" he asked confused, he had never seen you at 
this skate park which was a surprise since you spent a lot of your 
free time there 

"Urn, skating" 

"Cool," he says "why you alone?" 

"Because Nepeta is never allowed out her fucking house and I have no 
friends so~" you grumble, wanting to leave, this heat was worsening 
your mood by the minute 

"Make some friends, god fucking damn it, (y/n)," he rolled his eyes 
"life is just boring on your own" 

"Fuck you" was the only reply you could think of, you were too 
distracted by the heat to even care anymore 

"Fuck sake, you're coming to Dave's party tonight, no questions 
asked" 

"B-But what if I don't want to? Did it ever occur to you maybe I like 
being alone? ! " 

"Nope" 

"That was a rhetorical question, dumb ass" 

"I know, I'm not that retarded. So, you coming to the party or not?!" 
He asked, with a slight determined tone in his voice, you 
sigh . 

"Ughhh, " you hesitantly nod your head "but don't make me stay if I 
don't want to" you whine 

He smirks in response and agrees to let you leave if you want. You 
had a funny feeling about this though. Something told you that you 
shouldn't have went. 

ArsenicCatnip [AC] began pestering (chumhandle) [c/h] 

AC: :33 hey 



C/H: hellllloooo 

C/H: you know what you should do? 

AC: :33 what? 

C/H: you should crash at my place tonight, and we're going to go to a 
super awesome party and it'll be great 

AC: :33 I dont know, (y/n), we've done that befure and we both got 

into a lot of trouble 

C/H: please, c'mon. I'll never ask anything of you ever again! 

AC : : 33 I'll try 

C/H: wooooooo, thanks nep you're the best! 

(chumhandle) [CH] ceased ArsenicCatnip [AC] 

End 
f lie . 



